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plain against the westering sun for any signs of them.
I had an unpleasant feeling of apprehension as we were
right in the Wahabi area; they had told me that the
Wahabis were expected up the Kharana track next
time; and three weeks before there had been a rumour
that they were approaching Ziza, unfounded of course.
The worst of it was that we had no rifles; and so we
were helpless, with a broken engine and no means of
escape. And what could four white men avail against
the hosts of Ibn Saud?

I strained my eyes towards the south-eastern horizon,
where the plain faded away under infinitely receding
headlands of Jebels, some shining curiously white, others
yellow and grey; and saw the plain as a dim sea with
no boundary except the pale sky. What would I see?
The distant column of dust, perchance six leagues
away, lit to gold by the sun, not moving at first, but
taking shape and form; after an hour or so moving,
yes, moving. . * , Then the glimmer of banners, and
swift horses and camels ghostly in the dust, and the
shining of steel; then warriors of blood arrayed in
battle white with banners of green, and the distant battle
song rising and falling over the plain, rising to a paean
. . . could that be real? And I turned and looked at
the Vernon, and our dusty begrimed workaday mechanics,
and tools lying about, just as they might be on the
aerodrome at Farnborough, and I felt bewildered by
the riddle of life.

And when the sun was low and the day far spent,
after many false alarms, we did make out something
in the distance where the darkening plain met the now
dimming blue of the Jebel Mugher* The plain looked
real, the hills unreal beyond, like a blue cloud. And